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Contalnlug  a  Collection  of  her  most  admired 
Ballads,  and  manjr  of  the  most 
popular  songs  of  the  day. 


A  dronof  the  creative 

A  hagirr’wating  (Ion Ley 

Bonny  Kate 

Boy’*  grave 

Ca\  alier 

Cookey  darling 

Dame  Durden 

Do  you,  said  Fanny 

Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise 

Faery  Laud 

Have  faith  in  one  another 
11  il  to  thee,  Ch  i*lm«ts 
lie  tells  me  in  danger  and 
distance 
H  ur  he  to  re  day 
I'm  no  speaker,  so  you’ll  see 
I  dreamt  ’hat  I  slept  at  Ma* 
dame  Ttissaud’s 
Jack  in  his  edeme  t 
Kathleen  mavoorncen 
Katty  0*Co<  nay 
Keepsake  (the) 

Last  Adieu 
Little  Bin 

Love  launched  a  fairy  boat 
Love  and  Music 
Merrily  fuddle  thy  nose 
No  loss  like  loss  of  time 


Nothing  like  grog 
Now  bv  day’s  retiring  lamp 
Now  safe  moored  /* 

Our  rambles  by  the  Do*#'  * 
Oh  Virginny  Shore 
Phoebe  Morel  * 

Ro  m  (l  ; 

Sailor’s  Journal  \..r 
Saturday  night  a  sea  "  - 
S  ilor’s  sheet  anchor 
Sail  r  (the)  ^ 

Signal  to  engage 
Susannah  don’t  you  cry 
S Aizzy 

Tuere  once  was  a  gallant 
knight 

Warbling  waggoner 
Water-cresses 

Who  hath  not  shed  the  silent 
tear 

When  is  a  man  less  than  a 
man 

When  crowned  with  summer 
ruses 

Woman’s  love 

Yes,  I  have  <  ar  1  to  love 
thee 

Ye  topers  all 
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me  •  ,  < 


ELIZA  COOK  SONGSTER, 


“  early  to  bed  and  early  to  RISE.  ” 


A  RLY  to  bed  and  early  to  rise— 
JL'l  Aye,  note  it  down  in  your  btain. 
For  it  nelpeth  to  make  the  foolish 
wise. 

And  uproots  the  weeds  of  pain. 

Ye  who  are  walking  on  thorns  of 
care. 

Who  sigh  for  a  softer  bower. 

Try  what  can  be  done  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  sun. 

And  make  use  of  the  early  hour. 

Full  many  a  day  for  ever  h*st, 

By  delaying  its  work  till  to-mor¬ 
row; 

The  minutes  of  sloth  have  often  cost 

Long  years  of  bootless  sorrow, 
i  And  ye  who  would  win  the  lasting 
wealth  6 

Of  content  and  peaceful  power. 
Ye  who  would  couple  Labour  and 
Health, 

Must  begin  at  an  Orly  hour. 

J  We  make  bold  protn.  ses  to  Time, 

Y el,  aias !  too  ofU^i  break  them  ; 
We  mock  at  the  wings  of  the  king 
of  kings, 

And  think  weeaA  .overtake  them. 
But  why  loiter  away  the  prime  of  the 
day. 

Knowing  that  clouds  mav  lower  1 
la  it  not  safer  to  make  Life  s  hay 

In  the  beam  of  rhe  early  hour  ? 
vw* 

Nature  herself  ever  shows  her  best 

Of  gems  to  the  ;  aze.of  (he  lark, 
When  the  spangles  oflighton  earth’s 
green  brehst 

fN  tout  the  stars  tb*  4**^ 


(  ELIZA  COOK.  ) 

If  we  love  the  purest  pearls  of  the 
dew. 

And  the  richest  breath  of  the 
flower, 

If  our  spirits  would  greet  the  fresh 
and  the  sweet, 

Goforth  in  the  early  hour. 

Oh,  pleasure  and  rest  are  more  easily 
found 

When  we  start  through  Morning’s 
gate, 

To  sum  up  our  figures,  or  plough  up 
our  ground. 

And  weave  out  the  threads  of  Fate 

The  eye  looketh  bright  and  the 
heart  keenetb  light. 

And  man  holdeth  the  conqueror’s 
power, 

When,  ready  and  brave,  he  chains 
Time  as  his  slave 
By  the  help  of  the  early  hour. 

The  Hour  before  Day. 

BEREFT  of  his  love  and  bereav¬ 
ed  of  his  fame, 

A  knight  to  the  cell  of  an  old  hermit 
came ; 

My  foes  they  have  slander’d,  and 
forced  me  to  fly. 

Oh,  tell  me,  good  lather,  what's  left 
but  to  die  ? 

Despair  not,  my  son,  thou’lt  be 
righted  ere  long, 

For  lleaven  is  above  us  to  right  all 
the  wrong; 

nbtr  the  words  the  old  her 

mil  doth 


'Tis  always  the  darkest  the  hour 
before  day. 

Oh,  the  hour  before  day,  Ac. 

Then  back  tjQ,  the, tourney,  then  bad 
to  the  court, 

And  Join  thee  the  bravest  in  chiv&L 
ry’s  sport. 

Thy  foes  will  be  there,  and  thy  lady 
love,  to o- 

And  show  thou ’rt  a  knight  that  i# 
gallant  and  true. 

He  redfe  tt  the  lists,  all  his  foe*  hr 
overthrew. 

And  a  bright  glanee  he  caught  fro*^. 
a  soft  eye  of  blue ; 

And  he  thought  of  the  words  the  old 
Acirmt  did  say. 

For  the  glance  was  as  bright  as  the 
dawning  of  day. 

Oh,  the  hour  before,  Ac. 

The  feast  it  was  late  in  the  east  • 
that  night. 

And  the  banquet  was  beaming  with 

beauty  and  light. 

But  fairest  of  all  is  the  lady  who 
glides 

To  the  porch,  where  the  knight  with 
a  fleet  courser  bides. 

She  paused  neath  the  arch,  at  the 
fierce  ban-dog's  bark; 

She  trembled  to  look  on  the  night— 
’twas  so  dark ; 

But  her  lover  he  whirper’d,  and  thus 
he  did  say— 

Sweet  love,  it  is  darkest  the  he«ik«. 
fore  day. 

Oh,  the  hot*  before,  * 


THE  ELIZA  COOK  SONGSTER. 


A  haygrowaling  Donkey  ! 

iA  B<JUT  five  miles  from  town, 
Lived  one  Sarah  Brown, 

By  washing  the  did  earn  her  bread , 
Sbe'-u  for  year*  done  the  same, 
And  had  got  a  good  name, 

Tbo'  the  often  times  wished  herself 
dead. 

Wow  Sarah  was  weak, 

If  the  troth  I  gust  speak, 

And  not  very  ywungyou  must 


pita  Richard  began, 

Shyt'in  a  poor  man. 

And  I  hope  as  how  you'll  not  t « 
hard ; 

For  I  think  the  old  dame 
Was  sadly  to  blame. 

To  let  her  moke  graze  near  my 
yard," 

It’s  envy  aud  spite, 

And  I  don't  think  it  right. 

And  so  said  her  neighbour,  Bet 
Jopea, 

To  intrhde  on  nsy  land, 

With  her  donkey  In  hand, 

Sarve  her  right  if  I'd  broken  its 
bones.  ,  * 

—  i  ?"■ 

Says  th*  justice  of  peace, 
Why4his  alters  the  ease. 

The  matter  1  tee  very  dear ; 
f  ays  she.  It  Is  wron^— 

1  soy,  fcftd  you*  tongue, 
ton’d  no  hnsinese  to  tnho  your  use 
there. 

Said  his  worship,  away, 

I  dismiss' the  affray, 

|  You  had  no  right  on  other  folks 


And  patient  fail  in  wtthllic's  rubbers 
W;th  nothing  but  watrif  to  drink. 
A  can  of  good"  stwS^  itod  '-they 
twigg’d  it. 

Would  have  set  them  for  pleasure 

Ancfspite  of  the  rules. 

Of  the  schools,  the  old  fools 
Would  have  ait  of  'em  twiggH  it, 
And  swore  there  *as  nothing  liko 
grog. 

My  fnthek,  when  last  1  from  Guinea 
Return'd  with  abundance  of  wealth 
Cried,  Jack,  never  be  ouch  a  ninny 
v  To  drink.  Says  I,  Father,  your 

Sol  pass'd  mhndthestuft^soon  ho 


fo’ja  donkey  she  got, 

the  thing’s  lot, 
^Ptl^oketoandfro. 

Wew  her  neighbour  next  door, 
Offf[l|Jl^)t  a  score, 
HeMov^pe  Richard  Lock ; 
it  canivto  pass, 


And  sister,  and  brother, 

And  Iswigg’d,  and  ah  of  usswigg  «« 

And  swove  there  was  nothing  like 

One  day  when  fie  chaplain  was 

Beh/mlldpi  I ^ Curiously  slunk ; 

And  wMe  he  our  duty  was  teaching. 

As  h&w  we  should  never  get 
drunk— 

I  tipp’d  him  this  stuff,  and  he 
twigg'd  it. 

Which  soon  set  his  rev'rcnccagog. 
And  he  swigg’d,  and  Nick 
swiggd. 

And  Ben  swigg’d,  and  Dick 
swiggd. 

And  1  swigg’d,  and  all  of  us  swigg’d 
it. 

And  swore  there  was  nothing  like 
grog. 

Then,  trust  me,  thyres  nothing  like 
drinking. 

So  pleasant  on  this  side  the  grave: 

It  keeps  the  unhappy  from  thinking 

And  makes  e’en  the  valiant  more 
brkve. 

For  me,  from  the  moment  I  twigg'd 
It, 

The  rood  stuff  has  so  set  me  agog. 
Sick  or  well,  late  or  early. 

Wind  foulv  or  fairly, 

I’ve  constantly  sniggd  R,  and 
swigg'dit,  * 

And,  damme !  there’s  nothing  like 
grog. 


TV'  <odt  first  began  to  show  fight, 
Attheasshsletffyi 
Struck  her  slap  in  the  eye, 

By  which  the  poor  thing  lost  its 
sight. 

On  revenge  Sal  was  bent, 

To  the  justice  she  went. 

To  get  recompense  she  did  try. 

She  push’d  through  the  throng, 
Took  her  old  ass  along, 

Te  show  that  she  had  lost  an  eye. 

Said  his  worship  so  big, 

With  his  powdered  wig, 

Pray  tell  me  how  all  came  to  pass  ? 
Why^  y^r  honour,  ’tis  true 
What  I’m  telling  to  you. 

His  cock  has  much  injured  my  ass-. 

At  tte  Lke  every  morn, 

"Tis  os  true  as  you're  born, 
Whenever  she  goes  out  to  grass,  , 
Exact  as  the  clock, 

His  great  big  game  cock 
Is  sure  for  to  fly  at  thy  ass. 

Should  you  doubt  what  I  say, 
I've  brought  it  to  day, 


So*  get  thy  way  back, 

I-,.’  1*11  hearme  more  clack, 

Bo  she  went  with  her  *  ass  in  her 
hand.’ 


Dame  Durden 


T\  AME  Durden  kept  five  serving 

**  girl*. 

To  carry  the  milking  pail ; 

She  also  kept  five  lab'ring  men, 

To  use  the  spade  and  flail: 
'Twas  Moll,  and  Bet,  and  Doll, 
and  Kate, 

And  Dorothy  Draggle*tail; 

And  John,  aud  Dick,  and  Joe,  aud 
Jack, 

And  Humphrey  with  bis  flail. 
’Twas  John  kiss'd  Molly, 

And  Dick  kiss'd  Betty, 

And  Jack  kiss’d  Kitty, 

And  Humphrey  with  his  flail, 
Kiss'd  Dorothy  Draggle-tail  ; 
And  Kitty  was  a  charming  girl, 

To  carry  the  milking  pail. 


And  got  the  poor  thing  close  behind, 
If  this  way  you’ll  pass. 

I’ll  show  you  my  ass, 

Aud  you'll  see  that  it's  nearly  stone 
blind. 

Then  he  quitted  his  chair, 

And  went,  I  declare, 

For  the  beak  was  a  worthy  old 
bloke. 

To  his  eye  plac’d  his  glass, 

Took  a  squint  at  her  ass, 

And  pronounc’d  it  a  much-injur’d 
moke. 


Dame  Durden  in  the  morn  so  soon, 
She  did  btgin  to  call, 

To  rouse  her  serving  maids  and 
men, 

She  then  began  to  bawl. 

’Twas  Moll,  dec. 

Twas  on  the  morn  of  Valentine, 
When  birds  began  to  prate, 
Dame  Durden’s  serving  maids  and 
men, 

They  all  began  to  mate- 

Twas  Moll,  Ac. 


Do  you,  said  Fanny. 

DO  you,  said  Fanny,  t’ot  he  rduy 
In  earnest  love  me,  as  you  say, 
Or  are  these  tender  woid*  applied 
To  fifty  girls  alike  besule  i 
Dear,  cruel  girl,  cried  1,  forbear: 
For  by  those  eyes,  those  lip*,  1 
swear —  t 

She  stopp'd  me  as  the  oath  I  took. 
And  cried,  you  ve  sworn— uow  hist 
the  book. 


Said  his  worship.  Odd  zounds  ! 
’Twill  cost  him  some  pounds, 
What  have  you  to  say,  Richard 
Lock  f 

For  I  find  here,  alas ! 

How  this  good  woman’s  ass, 

Bn  been  grossly  ill  used  by  your 
rack. 


LOVE  fain  did  try  to  sever 
Friendship’s  chain, 

But  as  he  broke  the  links  they 
joiu'd  again  j 

Friend  hip  with  Loye  united  still 


rJL  topers  all  drink  to  the  soo  I 
Of  this  right  honest  fellow, 
Who  always  lov’d  a  flow  ng  howl , 
And  would  in  death  be  mellow  * 
The  lamp  of  life  he  kindled  op. 
With  spirit  stent  and  glowmx. 
His  bead  inspir’d  th«s  with  «  cop, 
Aiceuds  whprt  **?**’ '•  itwiigt 


THE  ELIZA  COOK  SONGSTER 


Who  hath  not  shed  the  silent 
tear? 

(Hiftie  published  by  Cramer,  Addison, 
,  and  Beale.)  ify 

'WHO  hath  not  shed  the  silent  tear  ? 
f  T  Who  hath  not  felt  bis  bosom  swell 

With  grief  that  could  net  be  suppressed, 
When  came  the  parting  word  “  Fare* 
well?* 9 

Who  ever  left  his  native  shore. 

In  far  and  stranger  land* to  well. 
But  treasured  in  his  inftoory  sml 
The  look  that  spoke  tbs  last  fitf*w*li* 
Who  hath  notched,  Sic. 

Joyful  the  captive  dropi  his  chain; 

Ant  ere  hd  quits  hit  gloomy  etdf, 

The  only  voice  that  cheer’d  him  there 
Shall  pain  him  W itKiU  sad  %rt  well . 

»Tit  a/m/i.li  > 


'mno  speaker,  so  you’ll  see 


Uam  Fdith  in  one  Another, 

Have  frith  in  one  another,  when  ye 
meet  inf  Headships  name, 

For  the  true  friend  ft  a  brother,  and  his 
tieart  should  throb  the  same. 
Though  your  path  in  life  may  differ, 
*r  dihoe  the  hour  when  first  ye  met, 
Have  fakh  in  one  another,  ye  may  need 
that  friendship  yet,  & 

Move  frith  In  one  another,  when  ye 
whHper  loves  fend  vowj 
||  will  Ml  be  hi  way  s  summer ,  or  be  al- 
ways  bright  an  now. ; 

And  When  winter  time  comes  o’er  ye. 
If  home  kindred  heart  ye  share. 
And  bavwfsftk  In  one  another,  ye  shall 
b#*S*  know  dispair* 

Aad  when  winter  time  &o. 

Hava  faith  In  one  another,  for  should 
doubt  alone  incline,  > 

It  would  ipakdfb*  weftd  adeWrt,  where 
the  tub  Would  never  shine ; 

We  havo  htf  seme  transient  sorrow,  that 
o’jtrshadews  us  to  day, 

Bui  have'  faith  in  one  another  and  it 
soon  shall  pass  away. 

Have  faith  hi  one  another,  and  let  hon¬ 
our  be  your  guide. 

And  let  truth  alone  bespoken  whatever 
may  betide ; 

The  frisk  may  reign  a  season,  and  oh ! 

doubt  not  but  it  will, 

But  have  faith  in.  one  another  and  the 
truth  shall  flourish  still* 
tkxys  The  false  may  reign,  Sic. 


T  ’M  no  speaker,  so  yotflj  see, 

A  From  the  scores  of  melody,  :  1 

Something  apropos  I’ll  borrow-:— 

Oh,  if  you  keep  up  this  glee, 

I  hope  that  you'll  agree  with  me,  .  v? 
And  tarry  here  till  to-morrow. 

■  i  • 

I've  no  money,  but  you  see,  .... 
Justerlni  credits  me 
For  Claret,  Champagne,  Hoclc  or 
SheTry, 

Ho  heel  taps  then,  ner  sky  tights  leave, 
Nor  for  a  laek  of  liguor,  grieve. 

But  drink  and  sing  and  be  merry. 


IZaTHLEEN  Mavourneen  the  grey 

”  dawn  is  breaking^.  #- 
The  horn  of  the  hunter  is  heard  on 
-  the  hill; 

The  lark  from  her  light  wing  the  bright 
dew  ie  shaking — — 

Kathleen  Mavourneen,  what,  slum- 
bwint  Still? 

Oh,  hast  thou  forgotten  how  soon  we 
must  sever?  4 

Oh,  hast  thou  forgotten  this  day  we 
must  part  ? 

It  may  be  for  years,  and  it  may  be 
for  ever ; 

Oh,  why  art  thou  silent  thou  voice  of 
my  heart? 

Kathleen  Mavourneen,  awake  from  thy 
slumbers! 

The  blue  mountains  glow  in  the  sun’s 
golden  light1 

Ah  !  where  is  the  spell  that  once  hung 
on  thy  numbers  !  % 

Arise  in  thy  beauty,  thou  9 tar  of  my 
night? 

Mavourneen  Mavourneen.,  my  sad>ears 
are  felting, 

To  thjnkf£hat  from  Erin  and  thee  I 
must  part; 

It  may  be  fon  years  &  it  may  be  for  ever 

Then  why  art  thou  silent,  thou  voice  of 
my  heart?  ? 


'Tis  sorrow'lnqft,  voters  ver  ttfeaih 
And  nets  like  some  magician's  spell  ^ 
It  checks*  thestnile  *h  at  fain  Would  >4*3* 
And  withers  ipf  tfte  dejf$ taeweU. 
Yet’tisa word  wc^ll  muA  kreub*  % 
Like  a  departed  spirit’s  knell. 

It  Strikes  withe  anguish  61s;  the  heart, 
And  breslcs  it  With  the  fast  Fare  We'd. 


ThtrLa$t4<!fo^ 

(Sung  by  Mias  Btteby before Jthft  Queen 
■pAHEW^tti  dearest,  fare  tW  well, 
A  And  blessings  .with  thee  go ! 

May  suushine  be  upon  thy  path, 

And  flowers  around  fti&grow : 

For  thou  west  ^ind  when  all  the  world 
From  roe  and  fortune  fell ; 

Thy  smile  hath 'Sdothed  this  troubled 

heart,  ‘  !  '  ;  . 

Yet,  dearest,  for#  t&e«(well ! 

ns  F»r«w«U dearest, &e. 
Farewell,  dearest,  still  I  say/' ; 

The  mvafeof.ikyi 
Once4M9* 

Pace  more  lUeeFi 
then 

k,*=A*M*S fCtfc 


,  The  Boy's  Grave. 

,  (Music  published  U,  Jewell.) 

T  STOOD  by  a  gneve  near  my  child* 

-1  hw«K«de»h*n>*. 

Where  In  bright  summer  days  I  had 
hr  led  to  roam ; 

Wow  I  *hdgJfer*r^,b|»ot  with  a  feeling  of 
For  1  koew*i could  ne’er  be  so  happy 

.  oguhfc? "  v- 

I  cannot  reeelUheUght  heart  that  I 

And  the  innc&ent  day-dreams  can  charm 
men#  mote  ;  .  t 

There.’*  a  qpill  that  will  steal  on  the 

A*M»  »i»o#r4  loDe  on  the  brink 
of  a  grave.  f  •  J 


ml  weft. 

ill  dearest,  &c. 


OF  more  loss  in  life  thgo  gain. 

Mid-brained4  mortals  fct  ill  complain 
Spendthrifts  feel  the  loss  of  wealth, 
Rakes  the  loss  Qi  rosy  health  ;  -  . j 

Sots  in  midnight  broils  in  strife, 

Lose  the  b^lmy-swe^pf  life;^ 

And  when  life  has  lost  ha  prime, 

Fools  deplore  the  loss  Of  time. 

In  yon  corner  of  thy  room,  •  ?.:X-  \ .  * 

M ark'the  laboring  spideir'*  loom  y  •  ; 

See  the  net  her  drudgeir^  spreads, 

Count  its  mteicvol uingtbreadi  ",'s  ,* 
Where  in  auibush  lurks: the  spy*.4  ■  j 
To  imtnesh  the  vagradbdy  t 
And,  from  her,  con^^te  wia^r iro  5 
Cauoutwiy  thejlossof  time,  \ 

Thenbehold  the  pTsniil^i  toil,  ^  ' 

TaggiitgjdtUd'gihg'i'ertheisoil, 

Grain  by  grain,. the  fruiis.f  earth, 
'Gainst  the  hungry  winter’s  dearth, 
Ev’ry  Jbffil  she  lugs  to  shelf 
How  much  Idfger  than,  Jierself, 

And  teaching,  more  than  prose  or  rhyme 
HOW  to^un  the  loss  of  time,  1  , 


Bose. ' 

(aVtiy.) 

jyj  4twtty  push  retiuct  the 

And  merrii^^fpj^^e  glee  ;  A 
For  he  whw#roMbdWik  till  he.  wink  is 
an  ass ; 

fjlj^uk-ed  tbhe. 
m  nose, 

■>.  -IJAtU^Lftgh^ros^liaii  be : 

For  a  iolly  red.  nose  <1  speak  under  the 

Yf  I.  •-  ■  '  li-h  \  !■ 


1  hud  Stood  in  fhtv  huttle^my  heart  ne’er 

was  bfOft^I  3  .  ,  fy  ' 

AAd  the  tbuuders  of  war  often  made 
me  more  bold 


memoreboU, 

Bet  she  ‘grave  of  the  young  who  had 
died  in, hi* bed, 

Chillci 


- ^rr7T_  Jut  the  b^e-8taintd 

shroud  of  the  dead  t 

*Twas  the  grave  of  a  friend,  who  had 
shared  every  j6y 

When  ipn*y  soul  was  all  freshness— the 
•owiofaboyt  >*; 

Oh,  would  1  might  be  in  this  cold  bed 
at  rest, 

Aad  confide  all  my  sorrows  and  joys  to 
hftbgoaatl  J 


itnpany 


Love  and  Music . 

***ick.  | 

I  jMftlyift'  the  dlessa^e,  how 


Calalitr. 

IT  «u  a  beautiful  night, 

And  the  stars  shone  bright. 

And  the  moon  on  tlie  waters  played, 
When  a  gay  cavalier,  ; 

At  a  bower  drew  near, 

A  lady  to  serenade.  . 

To  tcmleresk  words 
He  swept  his  chords, 

While  many  a  sigh  brCatliedhe, 

And  o'er  and  oVr 

He  fondly  swore,  1 

Sweet  main!  love  but  thee. 

Sweet  maid,  tweet  maid,  I  love. but 
thee. 

He  raised  his  eyes 
T6  the  lattice  high,.. 

While  he  fondly  breathed  his  hopes 
With  amaaement  he  sees 
Swing  about  by  the  breeje. 

Already  a  ladder  of  ropes. 

Up.  up,  lie  If  gone,— 

Tne  bird  is  flown,  ♦:  !«« 

•«  W  hat  ’s  this  cm  the  ground  V  ’quoth 
he, 

•  It  is  plain  that  she  loves, 

Here’s  some  gentleman's  gloves. 
And  they  never  b£ongtd  to  me. 
These  gloves,  these  gloves,  they 
never  belonged  to  me.” 

You  all  would  have  tliought. 

He’d  have  followed  and  fought. 
That  being  the  duelling  age. 

But  this  gay  cavalier 
Quite  scorned  the  idea 
Of  nutting  himself  in  a  rage; 

Mere  wise  by  far,  r 

He  put  up  his  guitar, 

And  as  homeward  lie.  went  sung  he, 

•• When  a  lady  elopes 
Down  a  ladder  or  ropes. 

She  m*y  go  to  Hong  Kong  for  me. 
She  may  go,  she  may  go,  to  Hong 
Kong  for  me.” 

Katty  O’C&rnay. 

KATTY  G’Comey,  «!e  top  of  de 
momin* 

Is  breakin’  upon  me,  wid  frost, 
and  wid  snow; 

And  da  chilblains,  mv  lioney,  your- 
sell  *ud  bescormiv. 

Have  saisad  like  de  cramp  on  mv 
big  little  toe* 

>h,  have  you^  forgotten  de  wake  of 

Oh,  have  you  forgotten  ie  groan 
dal  he  gave ! 

If  ye  kape  me  all  night,  dis  here 
mighty  eowld  mwrni  n 
If  s  not  long  before  dat  1  11  be  in 
my  grave. 

Katty  O’Corney,  get  up  from  your 
snorin'. 

And  don’t  be  a  slapin*  from  .nornin  * 
tonight) 

And  what  would  I  gam,  if  I  stand 
here  adorin’. 

Unless  yir  swate  lips  breathe  the 
words,  “  Take  a  sight  !” 
O'Corncy,  O  Conwy.  de  snow  wot 
is  failin', 

It  makos  me  all  white,  like  a  la¬ 
bourer’s  hod; 

And  all  dis  here  time  dat  yourself 
I’v*  been  callin’, 

1  find  dat  y<*j*ve  been  in  dt*  swate 
land  of  Nod. 

Phoebe  Morel. 

1HAD  a  dream,  a  happy  dream;— 
1  thought  that  1  was  fie£, 

That  in  my  own  bi'y»f\t  bind  again 
A  home  there  was  fa.'  me. 
Savannah  •  i  ide  dash  U  hwvely  on 
I  saw  wave  rell  ever  wave ; 

But  when  In  full  delight  I  woke, 

%  I  found  mppeif  a  Have.? 


I  never  ktfew  a  mother’s  love, 

Yet  happy  werg  my  day^ 

For  by  my  own  dear  fathers  side 
I  sang  mv  simple  lays. 

He  died— and  heartless  strangers 
came,  ! 

Ere  closed  o’er  him  the  grave. 

They  b  re  me,  weeping,  from  his 
side, 

And  claimed  me  as  their  slave. 

And  this  was  in  a  Christian  land, 

W hete  men  oft  kneel  and  pray,— 
The  vaunted  home  of  liberty. 

Whore  lash jind  chain  hold  sway. 

O,  give  me  back  mv  Georgian  cot— 

It  is  not  wealth  I  erave, 

O,  let  me  live  iti  freedom’s  light, 

Or  die,  if  still  a  slave. 

Cookey  Darling . 

J’M  waiting  at  the  airey,  cookey 
darling,  *|T 

$  Your  fire  bums  so  brightly  I  can 
see;  ;  ■  i 

:  Then  hasten  to  your  peelor,  cookey 
darling, 

For  you  know,  my  love.  I’m, wait- 
\  ing  for  thee. 

\  You  know  last  night  you  gave  me 
\  Only  half  a  leg  of  mutton  and  a 

\  T  hen  fasten  to  y  out  peelor,  cookey 
S  darling, 

<  For  on  Sunday  I  shan’t  be  of  any 
l  use. 

i  Cookey,  stunning  cookey  ! 

\  I’m  wailing  at  the  airey,  cookey 
<  darling 

<  Your  fire  burns  so  brightly  I  can 
\  see ; 

\  Then  hasten  to  your  peelor,  cookey 
\  darling, 

>  For  you  know,  my  love,  I’m  wait- 
s  mg  for  thee. 

?  I’m  waitin'?  at  the  airey,  cookey 
?  darling ; 

s  Then  bring  me  up  something  good 

<  toeat-r- 

c  Some  lush  for  my  stomach  to  be 
\  warming, 

\  And  the  grub  1*11  put  away  on  my 
<  bent  •. 

i  I  cart  see  wine  too  on  the  table, 

\  Sent  down  because  it  was  not 
|  s  bright, 

s  To  drink  it,  cookey,  you  know  I’m 
<  able,  a. 

i  My  love,  yon  know,  to  put  it  out 

I*  of  signt. 

Cookey,  stunning  cookey ! 
I'm  waiting,  Ac. 

I  can  see  pies  and  puddings,  cookey 
darling, 

<  Veal,  ham,  and  every  thing  so 
£  nice: 

l  I  shall  go  mad,  cookey  darling, 

<  If  off  that  beef  I  havn  t  a  two- 
{  pound  slice : 

$  But  1  hear  the  Serjeant  coming— 

<  Fullwell  1  know  his  power ;  ;  > 

\  Ihen  get  the  grub  ready,  cookey 
<  darling, n 

c  And  I’ll  be  back  in  half  an  hour. 

<  Cookev  ,  stunning  cookey  ! 

£  '  I»m  waiting,  &c. 

*  - — — - 

£  Dote  launched  a  fairy  bout . 

i  TP-  OVE  launched  a  fairy  boat, 

I  JL  J  On  a  bright  and  flowing  river, 

An  I  said,  my  barque  shall  float 
O’er  these  sunny  waves  for  ever. 
The  gentlest  gale  shall  fill  the  sail 
That  bear  me  onwardchecrily. 
And  through  Venus’  glass  the  sands 
shall  pass, 

From  morn  till  evening  merrily. 

fFrpm  mom  Ijp,  dm*  x 


But  soon  the  heavens  grew  dark*  1 
And-  wildly  rushed  the  cur reb^r 


tly;  .  i,  .vr  -  *? ? * •.* .  i 

But  prudence  foiled  the.  boy,  w 

And  steer  d  him  homeward  cheer* 

ily,  -idch*  'i  •*;  »v *i  ' 

Love  launched,:^  4 
1  ■■■-*  ■  j  “  ,  1 

When  Crownyd  {wiUi  Sum*  *  ;i 
mer  Hoses,,  fe  *■ -w 

HEN  crown’d  wrfti  siuptaet  ‘ 

Hope  and  leisure  lmdalbsatii 
Through  meads  of  sun-lit  beauty 
All  that’s  bright*  and tfweet  Us 
s  ng. 

Though  others  may  be  fairer*  J.  .  ; 

So  Scar  art  thoti  to 
As  to  tlie^a^tde  sun  rise^^  ^  V 

Doth  sorrow  o'er  thy  path#  IftW  &  ,* 
Its  darkling  sivadow  fling  i 
Has  cold  neglect  to  winter  turn’d 
Thy  bo  om’s  leafy  spring! 

In  sorrow  and  in  giipluess,  *  \ 

Tiiott  alcrne  artidear 4.0  me;  ^  _ 

As  eunshine  to  t^e  swallow. 

Or  blossom  ter  the  bee! 

When  crown’d,  dec. 

Yes,  I  have  dared  to  Love 
the*.*  <ii' v 

X7"ES,  I  have  dared  to  love 
Jf.  thee, 

Cokl  and  senseless  though  I  seem ; 
And  sweet  have  been  the  phantasies 
Or  this,  m>  Ua  ;  *s  first  dream. 

The  sun  dr  «s  not  a  brighter  beam 
On  all  ci  ition  pour,  '  ' 

Than  that  .vhich  now  lights  up 

the  mind,  ‘  4 

Where  all  was  dark  before’ 

5  v*  \  •  ,sv  'i  ul  m-.mtW 
Alike  he  shines  on  MU  and  dale. 

On  vaHp*.  m* .  ,  jf 

And  as  he  is  to  one  these, 
Thou’rt  even  that  to  me. 

•  ••■■■  - .  yiii i  wetji  l  veu 
»Tw&s  not  thy  beauty  that &eiK 
a  1  Ibr-'U’d*  .  . .  .feu-  % 
And  yet  thy  form  is  fair : 

The  painter’s  eye  would  foye  te 
dwell  :  v  >  •  : 

On  all  the  graces  ibC'C^;,  - 

,'iji  t  i'iu;  4  +■***  d'i 

It  was  thy  mental  foyf  fiess  h  ^ 
That,  bound  my  siiul  tti  thine. 

And  lhade  me  dream  of  hip^inell; 

Oh,  can  it  e’er  be  mhttl  *  <  > 

Uy  magic  tones  have  lured,  me. « 

Into  paths  before  untrod, : 

And  led  my  wandering  spirit  back* 

A  captivt  to  its  God. 

Ml?.  v‘*5l 

Yes,  still  iVs  lonely  heart  mual 
love —  >  1  '  iit 

E’en  l  knew  not  how  w e& 

Until  the  blight  of  sickness  ’ 

On  thy  youthfhl  beauty  fell* 

I  thought  ’twas  admiration/ 

And  esteem  I  felt*  before,*^ 

But  then  I  knew  I.lovfed, 
b  And  in  that  hour,  1  loved  thee 
more.  ’k  r  ^ 

Then  chide  me  npj^  if  I  confer. 

My  heart *8  no  longer  free :  ^  < 
Thou  hast  made  md  lOVb  'tbA 
lovely,  * r 

Then  c#n  I  help 


THE  i  ELIZA  gCO0$  SONC^TE^ 


Susannah  don’t  yon  cry* 

1  'M  i  going  to  Alabama, 

8.  Whi  my  banjo  on  my  knee. 

And  l‘m  going  from  Loutsmae, 

My  true  lovq  for. to  see *  m 

The  sun  so  hot  I  frose  to  death, 

S  usannSh  don't  you  try. . 

Oh,  Susannah  don’t  ypti  Cf*  forme, 
I'm  going  to  Alabama  end  my  bonjo 
.on  my  knee. 

I  jump'd  on  board  de  Tellgn^U 
And  floated  down  deritwr, 

De  dldctrie  spark  it  magnified# 

And  killed  five  hundred  nigger. 
De  buhrin  bW^thysenm  <ML 

I  sliut  m^^y&folifliitoiy  bredlh— 
Susannah  dont  you  try, 

l*StfRffdglSli&‘ 

I  thought  1  saw  Susannah  >« 

Conung  downtha  hiU;  .  - 
De  buck  wheat  pake  wat  In  her 

De  teat  was  ih  her  eye,  - 
Says  I,  my  lub,  I'm  from  de  soutti, 
Susannah  don't  you  cry. 

Now  when  I  get  to  New  Orleans, 

1  mean  to  look,  around. 

And  if  1  see  Susannah, 


And  how  it  washed  in  foaming  haste 

And  caused  a  water-f*8i 
And  how  we  stood  with  sttent  joy, 
And  hearts  Drim-full  of  leve,  Q 
And  saw  the  great  Creator 
Gliding  onward  with  the^Dove. 

Oh,  do  not  let  the  might* *«*es 
That  irteet'thy  AFision  now# 

Shut  out  Thqjpe  *  Cloud  that 

standeth 

Like  a  frown  on  Beauty's  brow. 
Oh,  do  not  loathe  noble  trees 
That  spring  upon  thy  sod; 
Prompt  thee  to  spurn  the  bramble 

i  aims,  m  atgi  -• 

That  hugged  us  as  wf  trod. 

■ 

But  let  Old  Ki^ktidrs  wooden  and 
dales  «?i br  ;•  '  ~  ri 

Yet  steal  upon  thygai*, 

Think  of  our  merry  travels. 

On  this  narrow1  island  earth,  . 
And  own  that  We  have  Often  foubd 
Rare  spots  of  Eden  birth  ; 

And  when  amid  the  vast  %nd  fair 
Thy  native  footsteps  rove* 

Call  up  our  sunny '  rambles 
By  the  waters  of  the  “  Dover 


»rTU&weU  tdl  rne 

jL  Of  the  glories  oT trie  West, 

Of  the  Strewn  w  ith  raiJMtWTrent, 
Anti  tWKfce  %ithiie*vmg)hrewt, 
Oft  He  tHWUtitain  alld  .the.  praine. 

Of  the  forest  andJhe.h'yn. 

I  know  that  there  are  wonders 

The  gorgeous  and 
The  startling  andTne  grand. 

1  know  the  cataracts  are  bold, 

*  The  fields  of  maize  are  wide, 

1  httow  ttic  pineeei»a&ick  «9flugh 

AiarjMWftr. 

With  warm  and  cliriffog  love. 
TlAfi  thifiS&t  df> Old ffingl and  and 
<  Our  rambles  by  the  “  ' 

P^ew^uwUffhbbaMcsthat 

^*hy^eSi* broad  rtvers  In,  '•* 
Where  panthers  drink  and  light 
■  ■>  ttcaoes  ,  , 

Bear  ©n  the  tawny  skin,— 

Be  speaking  fondly  as  thou  may'st 
Orhinj  limit  'climb  around, 
And'Ifoa&rfof  %i4d  flowers  that 
bedeck 

The  trackless  “  hunting  ground.” 
Magnolias  are  exquisite 

And  humming-birds  are  choice. 
And  «  w*iip.p60riwiU ''  may  charm 
<  thee  with 

.fSM'qSK.,*  .1. 

thrush  ia* 

ThdiwhiitletfOh  the  thom. 

And  those  “  forget-me-nots  "  that 

The  jewels  of  the  morn,— 

Can'st  thou  shut  out  the  green 
'  -  befow 

An&  cloudless  Hue  above# 

That  Jed  At*  still,  #t^;oimard  to 
Our  rambling*  by  the^TpoVer' 

Oh.  no,  indeed !  I  know  thy  land 
Will  never  chase  away 
The  happiness,  you  found  in  mine 


I  breathed  a  prayer  while  straying 
there; 

(God  grant  'twas  not  in  vain*)  ’ 

It  asked  the  boons  of  life  and 
t  health 

To*  view  that  place  again— 

It  asked*!)**  those  around  me  then 
Might  share  that  future  joy : 

The  hope  was  earnest,  strong,  and 
pure,— 

God  keep  it  from  alley  1 
Write  on,  and  proudly  tell  me  i 
Of  the  wonders  of  the  West : 

But  glad  am  I  that,  more  than  once, 
Thy  spirit  hath  confessed 
Affection  for  our  dasied  fields,  • 
Green  ladies,  and  babbling  brooks. 
Our  orchards  and  white  cottages. 
And  fairy-haunted  nooks  ; 

For  I  believe  that  thou  wilt  come. 
With  all  thy  olden  ldvg, 

And  let  m v  prayer  be  answered 
By  the  waters  of  the^ADove," 


1  know  thy  great  White  Mountains 
CaimotrdiTn.ttie»wklding^Bfl? 
That  lured 

Do  yffi^ntdmbet'  hdwwe iat, 

Atld  trled  to  find  a  word 
That  would  express  the  plashing 

oi  waters  that  we  heard  j 
And  how  we  watched  the  alders 

**•*»  nm*w  • 

As  peacefully  and  light, . 

Ami  tViAii-K  on  anoral’e  ui ’ 


Yet  they  should  hear  yoU  only  say, 

S  *  0  Tn, 

I  know  that  he  sensibly  feeleth 
All  the  value  of  virtue  #nd  fame, 
lf*Fo*(hupselC  and  his  country  the 
same.  . 

I  know  that  if  sorrow  appeatetb. 
His  hSfiit  ne'er  rejectoth  its 
»i-M  claims 


Ole  Virginny  Shore, 


OH#  if  I  was only  young. again , 
I'd  lead  a  different  life; 

I'd  save  my  money— buy  a  farm. 
And  take  Dinah  for  my  wife. 

Bnt  now  old  age  he  holds  me  tight. 
And  my  limbs  are  growing  sore ; 
Den  carry  me  pack  to  pie  Virginny, 
To  ole  Virginny  shore. 


As  J  though  §n  angel's  wing  had 

r  Ailuft^lSied  th*»  m  it*  flight : 

And  how  we  said*:  that  Eastern 
clime 

Held  no  Arcadian  Grove  ? 

Of  more  romance  and  sweetness 
Than  the  valley  df  the  *Dore." 

Wc  were  familiar  with,  tbeplace— 
We  had.  been  there  before ; 

But.  somehow,  oil  tills  August  day, 
I  Wc  worshiped  it  the  more; 

And  every  era's,  or  old  grey  rock,  • 
*  Ami  owry  wave*. washed  stone, 
Siemed  touched  wiU>  richer  colour. 

■*  {?  >  *  :  •<***  .  v**  i  » 


I  know  that  If  waror  jf  pease  is. 
Prudence  is  ever  nis  guide ; 

To  prove  that  his  Caution  increases 
Only  Tast'niglit  he  told  me  aside. 
.  Aride,— 

“  Keep,  in  Venicd,  your  hand  on 
your  lip, 

On  your  Up,— yes,  on  your  lip,— 
Tra,  la,  la,  la,  liP 


Now  ebery  day  the  world  goes  round, 
Ana  pleasure  frQm  us  run ; 

Oh,  wouldn't  I  lead  a  happy  life# 

If  I  was  only  young. 

But  now  1  am  so  feeble  grown, 

I  cannot  walk  any  more; 

Den  carry  me  back  to  ole  Virginny, 
To  ole  Virginny  shore. 


Now  by  Day’s  retiring 
lamp. 

NOW  bydny  s  retiring  lamp, 
Lo!  the  vapour  dense  and 
dtmp. 

Thro*  the  misty  wilier' spreads, 
Ev’ry  liarm  the  trav’lordreads. 

Stiawti K£Er- 


Oh,  when  I’m  dead  and  gone  to  rest, 
Lay  de  banjo  by  ray  ride ; 

Let  de  possom  and  ’codn  to  de  fun* 
ralgo. 

For  dey  were  my  only  pride. 

In  soft  mmn  .i’ll  take  my  sleep. 


* 


f rtE  fitfZA  CCHMt  SONGSTElt 


irjlerCWi. 


Art  of  strong  koh,  t  bounteous 
shire. 

By  obtervetypn  w»H supplied. 
While  thus,  in  bold  and  howl 

For  wisdom  moved  liis  tongue, 
Drawing  from  season  oowfort’s 
”drpp, 

In  truth  Mid  fair  reflection  wise. 
Bight  ofceerfujly  sing 
Utile  Ben  that  kept;  his  watch  in 
the  main  top. 


**  pocketsdio'fl, 

In  ieai'ol^rpf0^6ll,  his  only  plea*- 

m  ‘ 

To  Pickle  Stairs  hir coarse  inclin'd , 

fn  LlriAiwnA  _ _ _ t. •  . _ 


On  ibt  mid  vMtkiijwM  «m* 
With  tM>pw,  Uhnar  ntm 

nwiiiT 

I,  littl.  u  thtir  it**  loaNtod, 
Whilt  tnndnr  (bought.  tank’d  pm 
my  fumy. 

And  my  warm  tight  Innwnttd  tbn 
wind, 

Lnok’d  on  Ihtmnon  and  thought 


In  Mr  AirUi  no  paw  hit  tin- 

’tdtkf  *  •  «■•••  1 .  .•  ■: 

B“»  fant’a  Rag 

WhtMitho  keen  Jn  w  tb?fW|p&U 

,  ‘Untfenh/ud  a/  >.../.  . 

Hit  dtoiuld  tim'd  iota  n  Mart, 

■  M  “  Com*,  whp’il  boy  mjr  water 
crtttaa t *’  ‘ 

H«  ttarw,  and  ,i«^mh|tn"at 

sougdjj '  •••iiS;  <*  w s*  C  Jtiz'it,  • 

Which  noW  U  heard,  and  now 
'  obstructed,  '  'w*  y  *s 
And  now  highogsaere  aUj^fcouad, 
And  now*  tie  to.bis  oar  conducted; 

“  Zouuds! fcrted  odt  Jack,  “  I 
tl  know  that  phte, 

But  then  such  tofts — they're  all 
to  piece.  I 

Why,  ii  can't  be  !-- damme  it  is, 

'i  is  Poll  a-  bawling  water  creeses/* 


Why  should  the  hardy  tor  com* 

plugs  t 

'Tie  certain  inm  he  weathers 
Otbre, 

From  dangers  on  the  roaring  main. 
Than  iany  lubbers  go  ashore. 

He  mr  let  the  noble  mind  despair, 
Tho'  rearing  seas  run  moan* 
tains  high. 

All  thing#' are  built  with  equal  care, 
First-rite  or  wherry,  man  or  fly. 
I f  there's  a  Power  that  never  errs. 
And  o§rt*Mtiy  Hs  so— 

3* or  honest  hearts  what  oomforts 
drop. 

As  well  as  kings  and  emperors  1 

Why  not  take  in  tow  ;  ^ 

Little  Ben  that  keeps  his  watch  in 
the  main-top  ? 


Anduow  arrived  that  Jo  ftaft  night, 
When  every  tnw  bred  ter  «a 
roaeft;  ‘ 

When,  o’er  the  grog,  aU  hands  ds- 
Hf* 

To  toast  their  sweethearts  and 
their  spouses.  *£  - 

Round  weal  the  canf  the  jei^  the 

While  tender  wishes  Ail'd  eaeh 
fancy;  .  \ 

And  wbta,  in  torn,  H  crat  la  m», 

I  ht»r«d  uidlgh,  and  toMUd 
Nancy! 


And  now  she’s  in  his  erase,  while  be 
Bids  her  relate  fortune*. reverse s ; 
The  world  Ancis  fritblpseasthesea, 
And  loads  fsls#  friends,  in  ttpops 
with  curses, 

*'  They  took,"  cited  she, *  my  Tory 
bed; 

Th#  sticks  t&y  sekM,  mud  sold 

To  get  •  bhoTkouMi  bnud, 

1  tilts.  Who'll  buy  my  water*. 

:  & 

*  fltUl  an  thou  with  ray  jW,,# 

cried  Jack, 

**  And  still  shall  taste  dflk 

Thmi'tt  true,  though  tegs  me  Ota 
^  ^ahy  back,  ,-,.k  , 

And  honour;  Poll,  *1  a  noble 
a iryitats.  « 

W*b°p,  rig  *’d  Maul, 
n  ltHaM  from  tbi.  atoiti«al 

jfrfc  •***»*’  ii Mtj  ,  1  ’ 

Yhidoudih.  ■Miur'Afatb.  . treat 
Basket,  and  rug*'  add  wale 


Neat  mom  a  storm  came  oa  at  fear. 
At  six  the  elemefcts  in  motion. 
Plunged  me  and  three  poor  sailor, 
more 

Headlong  within  the  foaming 
ocean. 

Peor  wretches!  they  aeon  found 
their  graves; 

For  me— it  may  be  ugly  fancy  s' 
But  Loy*  tefcrtll*  forbid  the  waves 
To  With  Aie  from  the  arms  of 
’Haney I  ' 


>t  dimes  I 


cha  ms, 

The  sweeter  is  my  weleome  home. 
To  bliss: \il  moorings  in  her 
Arms. 

Perhaps  atfe  op  that  sober  moop 
A  lever's  o  serration  takes. 
And  longs  that  little  Ben  may  eoen 
Relieve  thai  heart  which  jsofrely 
aches. 

Ne’er  fear  s  that  Poorer  that  never 
errs, 

That  guards  all  things  below; 
For  honeet  hearts  what  comforts 


As  well  as  kings  and  emperors ! 

Will  study  take  in  tew  *  , 
little  Ben  tbit  keeps  his  woteh  in 
the  main-top. 


The  Sailor's  Journal . 

\  ■  t V  ... . 

(Dibdiu.) 

>rPWAS  post  meridian,  half-past 
T 


Little  Both 

•  (Dibdig.) 

Xb  B8PLEN  DKNT  gleam'd  Ilia 
■*r  ample  moon. 

Reflected- on  the  giitt'riug  lee,-  / 
The  bell  proclaim'd  night’s  awful 
noon*.. 

And  aearce  a  ripple  sliook  the 

seat 

When  thus,  for  sailors,  nature’s 


A.  fourf 
By  signal  1  from  Nancy  parted, 

At  six  she  linger'd  oo  the  shore,' 
With  uplift  hands  and  broken¬ 
hearted. 

At  seven,  white  taughtenlng  the 
foreitay, 

1  saw  her  faint,  or.  else  'twas 
fancy;  Vv 

M  eight  we  all  got  undfe  weigh, 

j$l  Ut>  k  *Msv  * 


Al  ia  the  month  of  M.y 

Tb»  crew,  it  being  lovely  w.Mbar 
At  ilirt.  i.  ..  di .cover'd  day 
And  Eagluul’i  eMUt,  oliffa  to- 
gather. 

At  seven  up  Channel  how  we  bore. 
While  hopes  and  fours  rush’d  on 
my  fancy. 

At  twetv.  I  g.ily  jump’d  Mbora, 
Attd  W  my  tbrobklug 

m,  <  '  "  r* 
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mmtm*******'  1  1  ■■  »  ■  ■  ■■■  f iwpip 

4  Drop  of  the  Gteeturc. 

rPOiikwwId  you  come  for  lo  go 
A  How  aJrne-hearttd  tor  yoi’d 
*  ilimni  1 
Urt  u  konest  a  fellow,  I'd  hare 
you  to  know 

A#  e’er  slept  between  stem  and 

*!!wn  / 

Let  furious  winds  the  vessel 
•<;WWfl, 

v  In  kin  station  amidships,  or 
fort,  or  aft, 

Ha  can  pall  away. 

Cast#*, belay,  .  •>  ‘ 

* 

A  rant,  ye  ho  J 
And  hsid,  reef;  and  steer, 
Know  anok  kaUiatd  iad  gear, 
A  nd  ofdatyevwryrif  $ 

'<  Bat  kin  jap  and  delight 
Is  on  Saturday  night 
A  drop  of  the  or  eat  ore  to  swig. 

The  first  voyage  I  made  to  sea, 

Oee  day  as  I  kora  the' lead, 

The  main-top  gallant-mast  weotby 
the  lee. 

For  it  blew  off  the  Devil’s  head  ; 
Tumble  up  there,  bear  a  haa<1, 
turn  to, 

'While  I  the  foremost  of  the 
crew. 

Soon  could  pull  away, 

.  Cast  off,  belay. 

Aloft,  alow, 

Atm*,  y.  ho! 

Know  each  halliard  and  gear, 
Aud  hand,  reef,  and  steer. 

And  of  duty  every  rig ; 

But  my  joy  and  delight 
Was,##  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  tfee  crest u ire  to  swig. 

There  was  Kit  with  a  cast  in  his  eye  : 

And  Tom  with  a  timber  toe, 

AM  shambling  W4I,  for,  he  heb- 
bledAw/y,  i 

All  wounded  a  fighting  the  foot 
tWia-  lads,  though  erss y 
granra  nad  crank, 

Aa  teas  as  ever  bumbo  drank. 
For  they’d  pull  away. 

Cast  effi  belay,  ? 

Alt*,  alow, 

A  vast,  yo  ho! 

Aad  hand,  reef,  and  steer. 
Knew  each  halliard  and  gear. 
And  of  duty  every  rig  ; 

But  their  joy  and  delight 
Was,  on  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  the  creators  to  swig. 

Thpn  over  life's  ocean  I’ll  jog. 

Let  the  ttor.ii  or  the  Spaniards 
tone  oo, 

So  but  tea  room  l  get  and  n  skin 
fell  of  grog, 

I  fear  neither  devil  nor  don : 

For  | am  the  mao  that’s  spract 
and  daft, 

lt>  my  staiion  amidships,  or 
fere,  or  a£. 

I  paa  pull  away. 

Cast  ft.  heUv 


Aloft,  slow. 

Avast,  yo  ho  I 

And  hand,  reef,  and  steer}’ 
Know  each  halliard  and  gear, 
And  of  duty  every  rig.; 

Bat  toy  joy  and  delight 
Is,  on  Saturday  night 
A  drop,  of  the  creature  to  tfwig* 

The  Signal  to  Engage . 

(Dibdin.) 

THE  signal  to  engage  gfiall  be 
A  whistle  auda  hollow. 

Be  one  and  all  but  firm,  like  me. 
And  conquest  soon  will  follow. 
You,  Gunnel,  keep  the  Jtelra  in 
hand— 

Thus,  thus,  boys !  steady,  steady ! 
'Till  right  a-head  you  see  tjie  land, 
Then,  jowsaa  we.  are  ready, 

,  .  The  signal,  foe. 

Keep,  boys,  a  good  look  out,  tf’ye 
hear!  . 

*Tis  for  old  Ep gland’s  honour  ; 
Just  as  you  brought  your  lower  tier 
I  Broadside  to  bear  upon  her. 

!  ,  The  signal,  Ac. 

■  All  hands  then,  lads,  the  ship  to 
clear, 

I  Load  all  your  guns  and  mortars  ; 

I  Silent  as  death  ih*  attack  prepare, 

!  And,  when  You’re  all  at  quar¬ 
ters. 

The  signal,  Ac. 

.  Swizzy * 

}  (Dibdin.) 

fF  bold  and  brave  thoa  cans! 
not  bear 

Thyself  from  all  thou  Iov’st  to  tear  ; 
If,  while  winds  war,  and  billows 
roll, 

A  spark  of  fear  invade  thy  soul; 

If  thou’rt  appall’d  when  cannons  ; 
•  'roar, 

I  paithee,  messmate,  stay  ashore : 
There  like  a  lubber. 

Whine  end  blubber. 

Still  for  thy  ease  and  safety  busy. 

None  dare  to  cqqie 

Where  honest  Tom, 

And  Bed,  and  Nick, 

And  Ben,  and  Phil, 

And  Jack,  and  Dick, 

And  Bob,  and  Bill, 

All  weathers  sing,  and  drink  Ike 
swisay. 

If  shouldst  thou  lose  a  limb  in 
fight, 

She  who  made  up  tby  heart’s  de¬ 
light, 

(Poor  recompense  that  thou  art 
kind) 

Shall  prove  inconstant  as  the  wind, 

If  suck  hard  for tone  ihou’dst  deplore 
1  prithee,  messmate,  stay  ashore  : 

There,  like  a  lubber,  Ac. 

If  pris’ner  in  a  foreign  land. 

No  friend,  no  mooty  at  command. 
That  man  thou  trusted  hadst  atone 
All  knowledge  of  thee  should  dis¬ 
own; 

If  this  4  »U)d  vex  thee  to  the  core, 

1  prithtq  messmate,  stay  ashore : 

There,  like  a  lubber,  Ac. 


Ttt  SdHd^i  Sheet-anchor 

mAf. 

(Dibdin.) 

QMILING  grdg  is  the  sailor's  best 
O  -  hope,  tils  sheet  ancitor. 

H  is  oompuse,  hfoYable,  his  lug. 
That  grvee him  a  heart  which  K le*s 
cafe  cannot  canker;  -< 
Though  dangers  around  him 
•'  to  ooulound  him. 

He  braves  them,  aud  tips  oil  hie 

•Iwmo,  .jMriypog, 

Is  his  rudder,  his  compass,  hit 

ctM*<bisli*t  / 

The  sailors  sheet-anchor  Is  grog* 

•  ’Vr-  •  ■  Uu«V*.  •„,?  r\  •  " 

What  though  he  to  a  friend  in  trust 

■^SSW^SS^A 

Cheats  hunt,  and  runs  away; 
tt  tote  done?  He  venue  curse 
instkfl  faWehetrrtrdshdre ; 

There  smiling  grog,  Ac. 


What  though  $i#:  girl,  who  often 
swore 

To  know  no  other  charms, 
Hotinds,  when  he  returns  ashore. 
Clasp’d  in  a  rivals  mo  ns: 

What's  to  be  done!  He  vents  a 


And  seeks  a  kinder  site; 

Dances,  gets  groggy,  dears  his  purse, 
A  nd  goes  again  to  sea. 

To  crosses  born,  still  trusting  there. 
The  waves  (ess  faithless  than  the 
fair;. 

There  into  toils  to  rush  again, 

And  stormy  per  Us  .brave— what  then. 

Smiliu-grog.Ac 


The  Sailor • 

(DtWih.)  ' 

ktttlt  ^ 

THAT  girl  who  fain  would 
’  choose  a  mate,  v 
Should  ne'er  in  fondness  fail  her. 
May  thank  her  luckv  stars  if  fat# 
Should  splice  her  to  a  sailor. 

He  braye^fthe  storm,  the  battle’# 

■  he#t»,  r .  1, 

The  yellow  boys  .to  nail  her ; 
Diamond#,  if  diamonds  she  youkt 
eat, 

Would  seek  her  honest  sailor. 


If  she’d  be  constant,  still  the  heart 
^  She’s  sure  will  never  fail  her ; 
For,  though  a  thousand  league# 
apart. 

Still  faithful  is  her  sailor. 

If  she  be  false,  still  he  is  kind,  \ 
And,  absent,  dpes  bewail  her ; 
Her  trusting  as  he  trusts  the  wind. 
Still  faithless  to  the  sailor. 


Three  threads  to  druik,  a  tailor: 
What's  that  to  biscuit  end  to  trot 
Procured  her  by  her  sailor  ? 
Shewed  Would  euch  a  mate  Yefuie, 
The  devil  sure  must  ail  h#r! 
Search  round,  and  If  you’re  wft# 
vqiPll  choose 
To  wed  an  houeet 
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Man  leu  than  a 
Man • 


WHEN  it  a  man  lets  than  a 
man  i 

Whan  he  leads  or  drives  hit  friends 
To  danger  for  his  selfish  ends. 

And  leaves  them  in  the  evil  day. 

To  stand  or  fall  as  best  they  mav ; 
Then  Is  a  man  less  titan  a  man,  ' 

Then  we  pity  him  all  we  can. 

When  is  a  man  less  than  a  man  ? 
When  he  makes  a  vow  he  fails  to 
keep; 

When  wfthont  sowing  he  would 

reap; 

When  he  would  borrow,  beg,  or 
steal. 

Sooner  than  work  for  an  honest 

meal? 

Then  is  a  man  lest  than  a  man. 
Then  we  pity  him  all  we  can. 

When  is  a  man  jess  than  a  man  ? 
When  by  misfortune  stricken'do  wn, 
He  whines  and  paaudk?»;through  the 
town. 

But  never  lilts  his  strong  right  arm 
To  save  himself  from  further  harm ; 
Then  is  a  man  less  than  a  mao. 

Then  we  pity  him  all  we  can. 

When  U  a  man  less  than  a  man  ? 
When  heads  the  coward’s  part, 
W'hen  he  betrays  a  womans  heart. 
And  scorns,  ill  uses,  and  deceives 
The  love  that  lingers  and  believes; 
Then  is  a  man  less  than  a  man. 

Then  we  pity  him  all  we  can . 

When  is  a  man  less  than  a  man  ? 
When  he  takes  delight  in  raising 
strife; 

When  he  values  honour  less  than 
life. 

When  he  insults  a  fallen  foe, 

Or  at  a  woman  aims  a  blow ; 

Then  is  a  man  less  than  a  man. 

Then  we  pity  him  all  we  can. 


I  dreamt  that  I  slept 
Madame  Tussaud’s, 


at 


Satufday  Night  at  §ea. 

(Dibdin  )  .  a 

)TIS  said  we  vent’rous  diehards, 
-k  when  w e  leave  the  shore. 
Our  friends  should  mourn. 

Lest  we  return 
To  bless  their  sight  no  more. 

But  this  is  all  a  notion 
$old  Jack  can't  understand, 
Some  die  upon  the  ocean, 

And  some  upon  the  land. 

Then  since  ’tis  clear, 

Howe'er  we  steer. 

No  man’s  life’s  under  his  com- 

Leftfcmpestshowl, 

And  billows  roll, 

And  dangers  press-. 

Of  these  in  spite,  tliere  are  some 

*  tars  to  bless. 

For  Saturday  night  still  comes,  my 
boys, 

Tq  drink  to  Holland  Bess. 

Ope  seaman  hands  the  sails,  another 
heaves  the  log. 

The  purser  swops 
Our  pay  for  slops, 

The  landlord  sells  Us  grog : 

Then  let  each  man  to  nls  station, 
To  keep  life's  ship  in  trim : 
What  argufies  noration! 

The  rest  is  all  a  whim. 

Cheerly,  my  hearts ! 

Then  play  your  parts, 

Boldly  resolve^  to  sink  or  swim; 
The  mighty  surge 
May  rum  urge. 

And  dangers  press ; 

Of  these  In  spite,  <fcc. 

For  all  the  world,  just  like  the 
ropes  aboard  a  ship, 

Each  man's  rigg'd  out 
A  vessel  stout. 

To  take  for  life  a  trip. 

The  shrouds,1 the  stays,  the  braces, 
Are  joys,  and  hopes,  and  fears; 
The  halliards,  sheets,  and  traces. 
Still,  as  each  passion  veers, 

And  whint  prevails, 

Direct  the  sails. 

As  on  the  sea  of*  life  he  steers. 
Then  let  the  storm 
Heaven’s  face  deform, 

And  dangers  press  : 

Ofthczeinspjte,  fee. 


A  Parody  on  *1  dreamt  that  1  dwel 
in  marble  halls*  * 

J  DREAMT  that  I  slept  At  Ma-  f 
dame  Tussaud’s,  { 

With  cut.  throats  and  kings  by  my  < 
si-i-lde—  i 

And  that  all  the  wax  figures  in  those 
abodes. 

At  midnight  became  vivi-fi-i-ied. 

I  dreamt  that  William  the  Fourth 
sat  down  to  smoke 
With  Collins,  who  aimed  at  hit 

And  I  3no  dreamt  King  Hal— what 
a joke!  .  .  _ 

Danced  the  Polka  with  Mrs.  Fry. 

Danced  the  Polka ,  Ac. 

1  dreamt  that  Napo-le-o  .  Bu-ona- 
parte 

Was  waltzing  with  .  adame  T-e-ec 
O’Connell,  to  study  the  regi- 
cide  art, 

Had  a  gotiin  with  Fieachi-e-e  e. 
And  Kean  m  King  eyes  *fth  Queen 
Bess  #  1  saw,  -'5/1 
And  P»  a  taking  grog  with  Fox  ! 
a*  o  1  dreamt  the  sun  melted, 
olv,  la! 

m  nose  of  Lord  Urougtiam  and 

“  l! 

Tht  nose  of,  Ac, 


Faery  Land . 

IN  a  merry  land. 

There  dwelt  -  nand 
Of  tiny  joyou  elves; 

They  owned  no  order  or  com- 
mand. 

From  any  but  themselves : 
They  danced  at  night. 

In  th  moonbeams  bright, 

A.nd  quaffed  their  cowslip 
wine,  * 

And  hid  their  heads, 
lu  their  moth-down  beds. 

Ere  day  began  to  shine. 

Oh !  had  I  an  enchanter’s  wand, 

And  could  con  the  wor*’s  of  potent 
spell, 

I  would  hie  away  to  the  dreamy 
land. 

Where  the  merry  elves  and  fairies 
dwell! 

Some  purple  bell,  or  bud  of  gold. 
My  home  and  my  hiding-plaee 
should  be; 

And  more  dear  would  the  flow’rets’ 
r  silken  fold 

Than  a  marble-  palace  be  to  me. 

On  my  fragrant  Couch,  ere  the 
morning’s  ray, 

To  be  rocked  to  rest  by  the 
zephyr’s  sigh! 

In  the  sweetest  lumber  durfogday. 


Nor  wake  till  the  moon  trtBfctigfcfi 
on  high;  i  . 

Oh!  then  On  the  deky  green  hill¬ 
side. 

Gently  to  dance  t  hrougti  tkesnystge 
maze,  .  -*•  a  -  & 

And,  quick  as  thought,  ip. the  bloc- 
soms  hide. 

From  the  early  sheph&xTf  wfifo 
d’ring  gaze,  i*  *  r 

- Li- - U.i  U...-4  »■<,>  lA - 

Hail  to  thee ,  ChiUbnqs  ! 

Tune. — Hail  to  the  chief* 

Hail  to  thee, Christmas.!  let, Smiles 
deck  each  fact, 

Base  is  Hnr  churl  who  would 
scowl  on  this  day — 

Around  the  blazing  leg  let  each 
take  his  place,  * 

And  wi th  udear bfciL  mirth  past 
the  hours  athey.v  ^ 

Chr is*,  mas  again  as  here, 

Wilfi  lighlfT hearts  ami  jovial 
cheer,  -  *.s «-?  *1 

Long  may  he  reign  o’ar  eaph ’de¬ 
clining  year, 

Let  9  atighfe I  gaily  found ,  ■  T 
A*  tin*  hetrth  we  rally  round, 
All  ’diftl  to  the%  Chris tiuaa-»-wei 
come  art  thou  here! 

--  » y-  *  , 

Foul  be  the.  churl’s  lot,  joyless  and 

sa«C?  *  1 

Who  closes  his  cold  heart — (he 
has  aiy  an)-— 

Who  heeds  ot  the  tidings  gloriou; 
ar  d  gladtl’ning. 

Echo  -d  from  heaven  ‘T  ace  and 
good  wiil  to  man  !  * 

Oh,  let  us  all  le  v 

,  On  this  blight  holiday, 

C  ine,  a  toast-  - every  goblet  my 
merry  men  rear — 

Let  every  light t  it  sound, 

.  Each  voice  echo  it  round. 

All  hail  io  theft.  CInistmas  !  wel • 
cojne  art  thou  here  ! 

Ho  !  hoi  bring  a  wassail^bowl 
deek -h With  holly  grtCu, 

Loud  be  the  gay  la**gh,  and 
merVy  the  Jest;  *  * 

Let  the  huge  Cbris%nas!o£  on  the 
brtgfit  heirdf^bs  seen. 

And  dull  ckire  atodi vanity  here 
have*  si  rest,  '1 
In  the  fire’*  ruddy  Ugbt. 

Let  eyes  be  gleatniiSg  bright, 
Tfca  mystic  mistletoe  wad  holly 
appfear-^i* 

Join  now,  ye  merry  throng, 
lo  my  gay  Christmas  song/' 
Jail,  hail  to  thee,  Christmas  !  wel¬ 
come  art  thou  here  f 


Womans  Love . 

v  ■  .  .  .  ‘  V' 

ON  earth,  in  ocean,  or  fir  nlr. 

In  auglit  below-a-abbve. 
There’s  not  a  |  em  so  sweet— so  fair, 
As  woman’s  tender  love. 

The  red  rose  blows;  it  pines  away 
When  clouds  and  cold  winds  lour. 
So  all  things  fede-^uh «  well  a  da  y  — 
How  like  a  suinmervskower . 

But  woman’s  love-*>tw9et  woman's 
love. 

Can  cheer  you  through  the  scpm*  i 
Vet  pray— excuse — mygci^tle  dovtw*- 
’Tis  rare  and  for  betwfifiu. 
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Banks  iff  the  oU  Tor  Ribet\ 

TVOWN  by  tba  tanks  ot  tt*  do  * 
ntar,  Ht^h 

something  U*»«  i  di"l  db*""*. 

Heigh,  he,  hi,  UQ» 
lube  die,  and  Juba  «**» 


tiUt+  Fools  and  Great  Onto, 
(Henry  RumM.) 

WEEK  nl  die  social  board  yon  *M» 

**  Ansi  MCM  arnuiiii  Iks  *inA. 


Tl#  Officer's  Funeral. 

.*  (Mrs.  Norton,)  ^ 

HAKKI  lo  the  thrill  trumpet  calling, 
n  pierceth  the  soft  Mnmr  airt 
Tears  from  each  comrade  are  falling, 
for  the  widow  and  orphan  are  there  lj 
,  e  bayonet*  earth-ward  are  turning,  y 
And  th*  dram's  muffled  breath  rolls 
around,  \ 

6a 4  he  hears  uotche  fobs  of  their 

mourning. 

Nor  awakes  to  the  bogle**  sooqd. 

Sleep  eoldler  t  tho*  many  regret  thee, 

Who  satand  by  thy  cold  bier  to  day, 

Soon  shall  tbe  kindest  forget  thee,  j 

And  thy  name  Irom  the  earth  pats  away*' 

The  man  ikon  didst  lore  for  a  brother, 

A  friend  in  thy  place  will  hare  gained, 

Shy  dog  shall  ke*p  watch  for  anoih«r,  j 
And  thy  steed  by  e  stranger  be  reined. 

Ant  though  beans  that  now  mourn  for 
thee  sadly. 

Soon  joyous  as  eref  shall  be. 

Though  thy  bright  orphan  boy  may 
laugh  gladly, 

Aa  he  aits  on  some  comrade's  knee  j  ’handbook girls  am 
There  is  one  whe  shall  still  pay  tbe  duty,!  Mi 

Of  tears  for  the  true  and  the  brave,  | 

At  when  flret  in  the  bloom  of  her  beeuty,  Oh  my  Nigger  tom 
Sta  w.pt  O’er  ber  tidier1.  |IK^,tinle<uJV 


And  pass  arouud  the  wine. 
Remember,  though  abuse  is  vile. 

That  use  may  be  device : 

That  heaven  In  kindness  gave  the  grape 
To  cheer  both  great  and  small. 

That  little  fools  will  dHok  too  much. 

But  great  one#  not  at  alt. 

And  when  In  youth's  too  fleeting  hours 
Yon  roam  the  earth  alone. 

And  have  not  sought  some  loving  heart 
That  yoo  may  make  your  own : 
Remember  weman'a  priceless  worth, 
And  think,  when  pleasores  pall. 

That  little  fools  will  love  to  much, 

Bet  greet  ones  not  at  all. 

And  if  a  friend  deceived  yoo  ooee. 
Absolve  poor  human  kind. 

Nor  rail  agahietyour  fellow  ma% 

With  malice  in  year  mind  ) 

B«t  in  year  daily  lute r course, 
Remember  lest  yeu  fall. 

That  little  feels  confide  toe  much, 

*  But  great  ones  not  at  all* 

fa  Weil*  or  wee,  be  trusted  still# 

Afld  In  the  deepest  care, 

Be  bold  and  resolnte,  and  abba. 

The  coward  foe  Despair. 

Let  wrvk  and  hope  go  band  in  kaad| 
And  know,  whae'er  befal, 

’  That  little  fools  may  hope  too  mock. 

Bet  greet  one#  not  at  all*  % 

jfa  work  Or  pleasure,  love  or  drink,  „ 
Your  rule  be  still  the  same. 

Your  work  not  toil,  your  pleasure  pars 
Your  love  a  steady  flame; 

Your  drink  not  maddening,  but  to  cbeor# 
So  shall  your  bliss  not  pall, 

/or  little  fools  enjoy  to  much. 


Sweet  were  those  hours  of 
Infancy* 

rO.  Mecfarrea.)  *  ; 

SWEET  were  those  hours  of  infancy. 
When  carelessly  we  play'd 
fteocetn  tbe  reading ehesnut  tree, 

,  start  o'er  the  fl-wry  glade  I 
When  like  two  bu-'s,  together  twin’d, 
an  mutual  strength  we  grew, 
fe.acnaiitr’<t  the  odovri  at  the  mind^ 

AUii  caught  each  others  hue, 

uw*et  weee  (he  hours  -when  side  by  side , 
vte  sit  tail'd,  in  riper  years. 

BnU  test  a  more  than  mortal  pride, 
ip  umic'ling  null***  and  tears. 

Hard  u  .w, shall  *dv«'se  fate  revoke, 
or  aff*  cl  ion's  lie? 

M  :  no,  eh  !  uo,  the  brauebee  of  tbe 


lie'll  never  smile  again." 

They  sold  me  to  a  Christian  man# 
wW,  weeping,  pitied  me. 

He  tossed  the  cruel  bondage  yoke. 
And  kindly  set  me  free. 


In  this  old  Chair  my  Father 
sat . 

«ung  by  Mr.  J.  S.  Weaves,  in  tbe  eperg 
of  "  The  Maid  of  H»noui.") 

4usic  published  ky  Chappell,  SO,  New 
Bond  Street* 

IN  this  old  chair  my  father  set, 
lu  this  mjr  mother  smiled  ; 
l  hear  their  blessing*  oa  me  wait. 

And  («tl  myself  a  child* 

I  feel  the  kiss  of  tneii  fond  love— 

Jay,  j^y  too  bright  to  last  1 
0,  why  will  cruel  Time  remove# 

«Jr  Mein’ry  paint  the  past! 


But  oh*  1  could  not  Reuben  find— 

My  own  dear  Reuben  Rayrve,  > 

They  t«  Id  me  he  was  dead  and  gone. 
And  sleeping  on  ihe  plain. 

Then  pity  my  poor  Rruben  Hayne* 
Deep  sorrow  broke  his  aching  lieavt 
Then  pitv  my  poor  Reuben  Rayne, 
He’ll  never  wake  again. 

All  night  I  ait  upon  the '  Xive* 

With  angchh  1  did  er 
*•  Awake,  awake,  try  love  •>  Pike# 

Or  let  me  with  you  die. 

For  in  this  wretched  world  of  wot 
I  ne'er  shall  rest  ag  on. 

Until  Tin  slerping  by  thv  side. 

My  own  dear  Reuben  flaync." 

Then  pity,  Ac* 


And  h  re,  alas!  when  they  were  gone# 
In  Beauty's  own  array, 

A  pitying  angel  on  me  ekono. 

To  chase  each  grief  away  |  - 
But  oh,  it  was  delosive  love. 

Too  sweet,  too  pure  to  last; 

Ah !  if  such  dream  Time  must  remove 
,  Mem’ry.  «¥y  pcfht  the  petit 


